Ilana and A Revelation 


By Shomit Sirohi 


I. The Sound of Her Voice and Mine 
So where do we begin? I was in a Madrid square, getting off the taxi and it is 1951. We are only the two of us, 
Alian and Mesrav, and we are staring at the birds, a few groups of nineates. We then go into a building with a off 
white appearance, and here we enter a house. 
In the evening, late in fact in the evening, Alian and Mesrav where on the telephone, talking to their lovers. It was 


a secret she kept, Ilana, she felt, but in fact it was a poem. That we were in a conversation on God, what is his 
meaning, what is the real meaning? 


II. In a Discoteca, and it is night. 
At the discoteca, we were raising our hands, and dancing. I dropped her home after the night, and entered the 
room and we had sex. In the night, the sound of her voice was an eclipse of bodies. 
III. In the Morning 


We woke up in the morning, and then we spoke to each other about the light. It was an early morning light with 
rain, and we were sensing our bodies a little, I touched her leg with mine. 


We were talking still about God. We were also on existentialist detours, and the resonance of her sound, her 
music, which she said was figurative. Iam Mesrav, and I said, it is alot of doubts I have of whether our 
existentialist drive to the figuration of life is a sense of a revelation. Is it to exist that we must find ourselves 
pursuing a task of existential meaning? 


Like that we closed in on each other in this morning light, and the tension was deeper. 


IV. At the Evening, or Early Night, in a Virtual Restaurant 
I was then in the virtual night, and we were having dinner, as I was waiting for her, one hour late. 


In the car, Vana was talking to her brother about the apartment, and getting there in Argentina and it was raining 
heavily. 


V. In the Night, at a Discoteca 


We were listening to loud music and I, Ce was raising my hands and dancing with Ilaan. We were having a 
moment, and speaking about theology and existence, even we were dancing close to each other, and he touched 
my waist and we were moving in closer. This was then unionised with a logic of walking back home late at night 
we were getting a late night bus. 


Then we were in the house and balcony and smoking cigarettes and I was divine in appearance, I was wearing a 
small top with a length to my navel and had long linear hair on a crop and I was even laughing lightly while the 
night’s lights were dim and bright at the same time. Ilaan was pouring a drink on his table and talking to Ilana on 
the receiver of a landline telephone. 


VI. A Woman who Is Called Black, She is Divine in her Short Meditation 


I was with Hail, and we were dancing in a room, and she was wearing a dress and I was smoking and talking to 
her while she was dancing in the room, and with fifteen other CIA people, we were having a party. 


Hail was then in a room with her mother and she was talking about Ilaan, who was theatrical that night, even 
metaphysical about revolution and politics. 


VII. In the night, at Paris, We Were Caught up in a Moment 


We were at the Faubourg St. Denis, and it was late at night and we were all in linear clothing and wearing short 
skirts and shirts, and the women were all in the room, in a run down sculptural fragment and this was the night. 


VIII. 1951 


I walked into a room, and there I waited. In the top floor was Miraav and he was smoking and talking about the 
night and its avant-garde theory of how Ce and Ilaan were in the bed as they slept and had sex and even smoked 
cigarettes and went into a dense and intensive meditation on love and God. 


Mesrav walked up the Madrid square again and went up the elevator to meet her. I went into her room, as she 
opened the door, and there I placed my briefings and documents, which I was carrying in a file, to her cupboard 
on the top where there was a pistol and revolver because we were in the LAPD and FBI department of the house 
which was all about the future and our happiness while Scarlet was in her room at the morning and it was her 
style of drinking coffee and smoking that she recently started in 1951. 


I left the house, and reached by car to another friend’s apartment. There I met Ellen, and talked to her. And so the 
decision was to leave for Paris at the evening.. 


IX. On the Road 
As an existence, I believe that the freest thing to do is jazz travelling as I was in America. 


I walked in the Rue with Mia, and we spoke about the past. It is 1952 now, and I am a philosopher. 


